William As vengeance in a dream, four bodies hung
Plomer   In cloaks of rasping grasses, turning
Their tiny heads, the masks besmeared with dung;
Each mops and mows, uttering no sound,
Each stately, awkward, giant marionette;
Each printed shadow frightful on the ground
Moving in small distorted silhouette;
The fretful pipes and thinly-crying strings,
The mounting expectation of the drums
Excite the nerves, and stretch the muscles taut
Against the climax, but it never comes;
It never comes because the dance must end
And very soon the dancers will be dead;
We catch the air-mail to-morrow; how
Can ever these messages by us be read?
These bodies hung with viscera and horns
Move with an incomparable lightness,
And through the masks that run with bullock's bloc
Quick eyes look out, dots of fanatic brightness.
Within the mask the face, and moulded
(As mask to face) within the face the ghost,
As in its chrysalis-case the foetus folded
Of leaf-light butterfly. What matters most
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